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"Hello, Dominoes, would you like to try our new Bread Twists two for $62" It was noisy in the background and 
David hoped he'd reached the right number for pizza. The move had left him starving and tired, not yet able 


to cook in his new place and not wanting to wander out this late at night. 


"No, aah, | just want to order a pizza" It wasn't the old familiar pizza place in Phoenix he was used to - they'd 
see his number pop up and already have the pizza being made. No, this was starting all over again and worse it 


was Dominoes. At least he knew what he was getting from a chain restaurant. 


"Alright, whatchoo want?" The guy on the other end sounded bored and miserable, like no one ordered on the 
phone anymore. Likely they didn't, but David didn't want to bother signing up on a website on his tiny phone 


screen. He was just hungry. 

"Medium, pepperoni and mushroom." He hoped to God that it would get here quick The map showed Lindley Ave 
as the closest location, but he couldn't figure out if it was next door or a few miles away. Everything here 
was far away. He hadn't planned on ending up in Reseda after all these years, but it was the best apartment 
he could find on short notice. 


A phone rang in the background - at least he wasn't the only one still ordering via phone. "Anything else?" 


"Nope, that's it" They settled up for delivery and payment, David sitting on the one chair he had managed to 


unpack and set up in the empty living room. He hated empty places, bare hardwood floors and beige walls, no 
furniture to soften any echoes. Half an hour. He patted his complaining stomach. There was nothing at all here. 
No food, no TV, no nothing. His belongings wouldn't arrive for three days still; he would have to live on what he 


packed in the BMW. He had managed worse before and lived. 


The Iphone kept him entertained and connected. Maybe a night of YouTube was in order. The bedroom had 
carpet - that would be better for his back if he rolled up in a blanket. David dug out his charger and plugged 
his phone in. No sense in letting it drain down He should go get his suitcase from the car, get his toiletries set 
up in the bathroom, or hang his clothes in the closet. He was too tired, and hungry. They'd be alright in the 


car and he'd get them after dinner. 


His stomach grumbled again and he checked the time. Two minutes. He double checked. He'd been waiting two 
minutes. Gah! It felt like longer. He left the phone to charge in the wall and stood in the kitchen The little 
window overlooked the front door and not much else. It would work The counter was just a hair taller than his 
old one back in Arizona. He'd have to stop comparing everything to what he used to have if he wanted to not 


collapse in a pile of absolute despair. 


He turned the tap on, watching as the water flowed. Pressure was good, so he shut it off. Next he turned on 
all four burners on the stove, watching as the coils started to glow orange. He turned them off too, missing 
the big comfortable knobs on his gas cooktop. The Viking had been a splurge at the time but had been so 
worth it. Until now that it was gone. Maybe he'd get another one soon, after he found a new place. 


David was exploring the ice maker on the freezer when the intercom buzzed. Pizza guy needed to be let in the 
gate. He hit the button and waited as his stomach seemed to sense imminent feeding. He poked at it, warning it 
not to act up in front of company, however transitory the interaction with another human being. Not sure 


what to do with himself in the time it took to drive from the gate to his building, he just stood and stared out 


across the landing, waiting to see headlights. 


In the dim light it looked like a Honda Civic, older model, pretty typical for a delivery driver. He backed away 
from the window, worried about appearing paranoid before realizing he didn't have any plates or silverware. Oh 


well, it was only pizza. There was a roll of toilet paper in the bathroom if his fingers got really greasy. 


How long did it take to walk up a flight of stairs? He peeked again out the window. The car was still running and 
the guy was hustling it across the parking lot. Not like his pizza would get cold in the warm May 
temperatures, but he had the look of being constantly moving. He flowed more than he ran. 


The knock on his door finally happened, and David went to order it, stepping aside to open the beat up door. He 
smiled at the sight. The delivery guy was very easy on the eyes, nevermind the immediate wafting smell of 
melted cheese and cooked pepperoni coming from the delivery bag. His hair was tucked up under his hat, but 
obviously long. The Dominoes uniform shirt stretched across his broad chest and big biceps, looking much 
tighter than they were cut to be. "Hi," David said in welcome. The delivery guy just stood there, staring at him. 
Well, that was new. His tag said Chris. "Chris, pizza?" David prompted him. 


‘Oh yeah, sorry about that." He smiled and blushed furiously. "Just zoned out there a minute," he covered, 
getting the pizza out of the insulated bag. "Here's your pizza" Their hands brushed as the box was exchanged, 
David feeling something between them but better able to hide it than the younger man. "Oh, and your receipt.” 
Chris handed over a crinkled slip of paper that looked like it had been shoved into a pants pocket. 


David managed to balance the pizza in one hand, pulling a bill out of his pocket for a tip. "Thanks, man" He held 
the fiver out to Chris who slowly took it. "Thanks for this, I'm starving.” 


"Yeah, no problem, you're welcome." He seemed in no mood to get back to work. "Have a good night” 


"You too, and drive safe." Dave grabbed the door with intention to close it, inhaling deeply and closing his eyes 
at the lovely smell of hot food. 


"You too," Chris said and then froze at his verbal misstep. "Ah, | meant, you too have a good night, but I'd 
already said that before." He blushed harder as he dug his hole even deeper. He was cute with his little pixie- 
ish looks and button nose. "I better go.” 


David nodded, already starting to shut the door on Chris' embarrassment. The poor kid would probably fret 
over their meeting until he met up with his girlfriend and got drunk later than night and forgot all about it. It 


gave David a cheap chuckle at Chris' expense. 


Chris scurried back down the stairs and drove off. David stood in the empty kitchen and ate his pizza over the 


counter while watching YouTube videos of cats. 


KERE EK KE EE KK 


By next Thursday he had his apartment more or less set up. The movers had brought the basics rescued 
from Julie's house and it was starting to feel like his own bachelor pad. During the day he'd explored the 
neighborhood. There wasn't much to see unlike when he was living in Hollywood. Small houses, a few 
apartments, a hospital, and a lot of strip malls filled the streets up this way. There were a few interesting 
places out by the college when he dared venture that far, but the sight of crowds kept him away. Maybe 


later, when he was ready to deal with fans again 


The small kitchen was depressing. The space near the sink was less than half what he was used to for prep 
and working, and all of his fun kitchen gadgets were still in their drawers states away. He'd have to go back to 
the Big Lots and grab that baking sheet and cake pan after all. Thursday was turning into pizza night, and he 
joked to himself as he hit order on his computer that they'd send Chris again to deliver his pizza. Poor kid 
would probably see the order and quit rather than face David again. 


So it was a surprise when the same Honda pulled up again in front of his building, a well built man unfolding 
himself from the small driver's seat and reaching across to grab his bag. Even from the second floor David 
could see those khakis pull tight across a shapely ass. Lord, he must spend hours in the gym when he wasn't 
delivering pizzas. No wonder he could jog up the stairs two at a time without being winded. 


David opened the door when Chris was on the landing, catching him vigorously trying to tuck all his hair back 
under his ballcap. Did he not see David's long hair? Corporate probably told him to keep it hidden or something. 
Mustaine tried pizza delivery once back in the early 80's, until they told him he'd be fired if he didn't cut his 
hair. Needless to say he worked there less than a day. David leaned against the door jamb. 


"Hi," Chris gave up on his hair and finished the few steps to David's door. "Mr. Ellefson?" 


David hated being called Mr. anything. "Please, call me David" God, how horrible that sounded. Now that he got 
a better look at the kid he looked barely sixteen. Dear Lord, no wonder Chris had been so awkward. 


"Umm, David. Uh, mushroom and pepperoni?” He read from the tag on the end of the box. It gave David a real 
good view of his muscular arms. Too bad the kid was so young; he felt like a dirty old man now but looking 


usually never hurt. 
Chris slid the box out, catching the bag under an arm. "Place looks better now." 


David had a sofa now, and a few pictures on the wall. He hoped it looked better. "Thanks." He didn't go into 
detail, it was none of Chris' business. David got his pizza, and Chris got his $5 tip, extracting himself from the 


interaction with much less foot in mouth action than last week. 


EEEE EE EE EEK 


Thursday pizza night became a routine for David, helping to cement him in a new life in California. Chris always 
arrived after his order, occasional variations of pepperoni and mushroom in his bag. David learned that he was 
also a Starbucks freak and a golf fan. He was, in fact, a gym rat, and currently single. He'd had enough 
sensitivity to leave the conversation alone when it came time for David to talk about his lack of roommates. 


David still wore his wedding ring, more out of habit than anything else. 


David had gotten a job as the summer wore on, hawking Peavys again on the side and working some territory 
for BC Rich, and the irony was not lost on him. The way his schedule worked out left him home every 
Thursday evening, and the pizza habit continued. Chris would say nothing after David tried a competing pizza 
shop occasionally, showing up the next week smiling like nothing had happened. Maybe he just figured David was 
busy. 


August was deadly, the weather keeping even the most street hardened in the shade. It was still baking hot 
when David clicked to order his pizza, the air conditioning constantly working to keep the apartment at a livable 
temperature. No way he was cooking tonight. So on a Wednesday, David swept up the kitchen and waited for 
Chris to roll up. 


When he got there David could tell something wasn't right. The kid was blotchy and pale, his hair hanging in 
limp strands from under his hat. He grabbed the pizza, bag and all from his hands and tossed it on the small 
table, pulling Chris inside the air conditioning. Sweat had dried under his arms and at the small of his back, but 


his skin was hot and dry, papery feeling as David closed a hand around his wrist. "You don't look good” 


Chris weakly fanned the cold air spilling from the open door onto his neck. "Kinda dizzy actually." The roasting 


heat rushed in around the two men in the open doorway. 


"Get in the AC before you fall over." David pulled at Chris wrist and felt for a pulse like his mom would have 
done back in Minnesota. It was faster than he expected but he didn't count. "You can't be out in the heat like 
this." 


Chris stumbled as David guided him to the couch. He could have been a zombie now, all that athletic grace 


gone. "I'm gonna get you some water. Don't move." 


Chris sat on the sofa, making it look tiny as he leaned back into the weave. David grabbed his hat on his way 
to the kitchen and pulled it off. Hair, sweat soaked and dark, spilled out over the back of the sofa He grabbed a 
cold bottle of water from the fridge, poking quickly around the freezer before finding a bag of broccoli. He 
handed Chris the water and leaned over him, settling the improvised ice pack over the side of his neck. Chris 
hissed and flinched, but didn't pull away, leaving the ice pack over major blood vessels. 


David grabbed his own water from the fridge, sitting on the armchair to make sure Chris recovered. He 


seemed to come around slowly, doing better after he managed to get some cold water down his throat. 


"AC in my car is busted. Shop wanted $350 to fix it, so | just drive with the windows down," Chris explained 


later on. "Usually it's good enough." 


David looked at his phone. It had taken Chris half an hour to get back to normal. The pizza was cold but it 
didn't matter. "You can't be doing that to yourself. You could have crashed" He felt like a dad again, scolding a 
child. "At least keep pounding the water while you're outside." He held up his water bottle as an example. "Used 
to live in Arizona, | know this stuff." 


"It never got this hot in Denver." He wiped at his dry brow again, probably dislodging itchy sweat-salt. Chris 


checked his phone, flipping through what were probably a bunch of texts from work. "Thanks for the help, but 
| gotta go." He rolled his eyes and switched off his phone. "Boss wants to know if | ‘died or are in the ER’. Nice 


guy." 
"You feeling better now?" David was still worried, heat exhaustion took a lot out of a person. 


"Yeah, close enough." He drained the second bottle of water. "Can | get one to go?" The watery broccoli ended 


up in the garbage can. "I'm going to Pogo's later, I'd love to buy you a beer." 


David smiled at Chris' generosity. Anyone could have (or should have) helped him out and gotten him cooled 
off. "Don't drink, sorry." The new knowledge that Chris was at least 21 didn't hurt either. 


"Well, come out anyway. I'll buy you a soda, and | owe you a pizza" Chris smirked, obviously not going until he 


had a promise of getting David out of his little apartment. "H's on Louise and Saticoy." David knew the area and 
gave a slight nod. There was a Starbucks across the road. "Alright, I'll see you there about II:30." 


David shook his head after he'd gotten Chris out of his apartment and on his way. He had to at least eat a 
slice of pizza then shower. He researched this Pogo's place on his phone and settled for jeans and a tshirt, 
planning on hitting the Starbucks for a caffeine fix before walking across to Pogo's. 


EE EE EE E OE EE EE Æ 


He found Chris sitting at the bar watching a basketball game. Chris waived him over, looking like he didn't 
actually expect David to turn up. "Howdy!" Chris said over the din, scooting his stool over so David could pull 
up in front of a Tito's barmat. "Glad you could make it" David sat and oriented himself, pool tables, TV's 
everywhere, menu in chalk at the far end of the bar. Bathrooms and a back exit. All pretty standard fair. He 
ordered a coke with the bartender, who also took Chris' empty glass and refilled his draft from the taps. 


She made small talk until someone else called for her. "Ever been here before?" 


"No, don't think so." It had been years and everything in LA had changed. "Used to live south of here off 


Hollywood. Centuries ago." 


"Bah," Chris booed at him. "Pretty cool place, really laid back. Food's good, you want something?" He hitched a 
thumb at the chalkboard. "I still owe you for that pizza 


He shrugged. He wasn't starving, but he could eat. 


"The jalapeno poppers are great, and they can add mushrooms to one of the sandwiches or burgers if you 


want." Chris downed a large gulp of beer. "You seem fond of mushrooms." 


David squinted again, weighing the merits of a patty melt and a philly cheesesteak. "I do like mushrooms,” he 
smiled. It had been a joke between him and Julie, mushrooms on everything from mashed potatoes to birthday 
cake. The memory still hurt, but it wasn't crippling. 


"The burgers are good too, but their tacos are better. Think I'm getting the chicken tacos tonight." 


"How's your headache, by the way?" Overexposure always left David with a screaming headache, but Chris 
didn't seem to be suffering. 


"Ah, man, it was worse than a hangover." They gave their food orders to the bartender, who wrote them 
down and then ran the ticket to the kitchen. "Had a Tylenol when | got back to the shop and sat in front of the 
big fan. It was hotter in there than outside, so | called out for the rest of the day and went to the gym." 


David didn't understand the gym thing. He worked out on occasion, but it wasn't his life. "Why the gym, if you 


don't mind me asking." 


"The gym is freezing, plus | hopped in the shower there." Chris slicked back his hair, smoothing it down. "Felt 
great after the shower, man. Tylenol kicked in and | was ready to rock again 


David missed being young sometimes. Getting sick like that would sideline him for three days now, not three 


hours. "Awesome." 
"So why don't you drink? You never say much about yourself” 


David wondered where to start on the long story. "Oh you know, not much to say about me. l'm pretty boring 


as a person." 


"Major bullshit! | call major bullshit on that one." Chris already worked his way through another beer, pushing 
his empty glass towards the edge. "You got more stories than anyone here." 


Chris was probably right, not that David would admit it. He chuckled, mostly to himself. "I quit drinking in 1991 
because | am an alcoholic." Chris face fell, knowing he all but forced an alcoholic to come to a bar. "I'm ok with 


being around alcohol, but no, | don't drink anymore." 
Chris tried to backtrack. "I'm sorry man, | didn't know." 


"S'alright, | can handle it, you know." He wondered how much to really tell Chris, and decided on full disclosure. 
"| quit drinking when | went to rehab and quit heroin 


"You?" Chris’ jaw all but dropped open. Shortly to come was another embarrassing attempt at telling David how 


good he looked or that he didn't seem like the type. "Shit, that was two years before | was born" 


"So how old are you anyway?" The question had been running through the back of David's brain for a while 
now. Obviously Chris was old enough to be at a bar, but most days he still looked about sixteen. He might be 


here at this dump of a bar becouse they served him underage. 
"Twenty five," he said with a smile. "How old are you?" Chris countered. "Can't be much over forty.” 


David brayed at that one. With his receding hairline and old man arthritis he hadn't felt forty in almost fifteen 


years. "Twice your age," he said vaguely. 


"Fifty? Hyeah right, let me see your AARP card" David made a joke of slowly reaching for his wallet. Oh, he 


got the mailers, he just threw them out. "No, seriously. | mean, its not important or anything." 
Fifty two." He'd be fifty three in a few short months. It was what it was. 


Fifty two and one hundred percent Scorpio l'd guess." David only raised an eyebrow. "Nailed it in one." 


Their food arrived and they lapsed into silence, David with his sandwich and Chris eating his taquitos as rudely 
as he could manage before moving on to his actual tacos. Whoever let that man order anything hard and 


cylindrical was evil. 


They chatted the rest of the night away, David enjoying the new friend and Chris seemly enjoying his company. 
The bartender was starting to herd them out as one am approached. He guessed from Chris' energy level he 


was also a night owl, probably delivering pizzas late into the morring. 


"Hey, umm, so do you want to come back to my place? Man, thats corny sounding. l'm sure my roommate 
Shawn won't mind." 


David shoved his hands in his jeans pocket. Did Chris really not know who he was? Maybe he just didn't read 
his book. "| don't know, dude, | gotta work in the morning." He had one phone call to make, to a client he knew 


wouldn't even wake up until 3pm. It was a pretty shitty stall tactic. 
"| got some sodas, or coffee, and we can .. uhh.. watch Netflix or something." 


David started hard at Chris. A really well built Chris who seemed to be only slightly drunk and was now openly 
hitting on him. Well, how old exactly was he feeling right now? 


He shook his head. "Nah, Chris. Why don't you come back to my place instead? You remember where it is?" 


"Huh?" Maybe Chris was a little drunker than he thought. "Umm, your apartment? Yeah, | know where it is." He 
motioned going down the street and making the right hand turn several blocks down. "Are you seriously 
asking..." 


David pressed a finger to Chris’ lips. Some things were not polite to discuss in public. He leaned in close to 


Chris' ear. "Fuck Netflix though. | want to get you naked." 


He left Chris standing there, blankly gazing at the spot where David used to be standing. "Give me a ten minute 
headstart" He walked back to his car, still parked in the empty Ralph's parking lot. He had a few things to tidy 
up really quick, and maybe light a candle. Yesterday's Vietnamese cabbage dish no longer smelled like a good 
idea. He pushed on his guts again, wondering how he was going to possibly keep up with Chris. Stacked Chris. 
With the rippling muscles and flowing hair. Good god, he wasn't going to have to worry about it for very long. 
The bath towels got dumped in the hamper, and David had a minute to finger comb his hair, trying to make it 
look like it did in the 80's. Ten years before Chris was born. Christ. 


The gate buzzed and David really started to feel anxious. He counted down, knowing how long it took Chris to 
make the trip. He fluffed a throw pillow and noticed the dust on the lampshade. Shit, too late now. Oh, the 
coffee. Crap. He filled the carafe and poured the water in to brew, fumbling with the filters as they stuck 


together. Ten cups of coffee at two am? He dumped in a few scoops of grounds. 


It was Chris knocking on the door, and he almost dropped his coffee scoop. He put everything aside and wiped 


his hands on his pants. "Delivery! Chris called, knocking again 


He opened the door to find Chris back in his Dominoes uniform. "Someone order a pizza?" He had the carrying 


bag and everything. "Got a large sausage for Mr. Ellefson" 
David smiled. So role play it was then. "That's pretty cheesy." 
"Yes sir," Chris played along. "Extra cheese, says right here on the ticket.” 


He held the door open, letting all the cool air out into the still hot night. "You better come in then so | can take 
that delivery." 


"Now who's being corny?" Chris slipped passed him and set the bag down, getting a good look at his apartment 
this time. "Nice place." 


David shrugged. "It's small, but it works." The smell of coffee filled the connected rooms, Chris making himself 


at home on the couch again. "Out of here December first anyway." 

Chris frowned. "You moving back to Arizona?" 

"Oh no," David said from the kitchen, getting two mugs ready. "No, got a place in Silver Lake lined up. Closer to 
work, you know.’ He lined up sugars and milk, pouring two cups of coffee. "This was just the first place | landed 
in a hurry. It's not bad." 


"Silver Lake, man, that's a nice area" 


Chris probably pictured the scenic, winding streets and hills, not the small outdated rental David managed to 
find tucked off a main street. Sometimes original 1120's tile was the only selling point a listing had going for it. 


"Not too far from here really." It was too far to drive a pizza out and David didn't want to get too far ahead 


of himself. "l'm down on the Strip a lot, so it will really cut my commute." 


He handed Chris a hot mug and they sat in silence, still feeling each other out. "Gonna miss you when you go. 


Got used to the Thursday thing.” 


"You're gonna have to come watch if | ever get back in a band again" He eyed Chris over the lip of his mug, 
half suspecting he played some instrument. You didn't grow hair like that without being into music. 


Chris swallowed his coffee hard. "You play?" 


"Here and there." David tried to sound casual. "Mostly do work for Peavy these days, not as glamorous as the 


touring life was." 


"No shit" Chris sat up. Oh yeah, he was a musician. "| mean, | love my ENGL's, but Peavy's are alright too." 


“Guitarist, right?" Chris nodded. David set his coffee on the end table, knowing it would be forgotten. "Come 
here." He waived Chris to follow him down the short hallway to his bedroom. He had a small selection of 


acoustic guitars tucked away in the corner ‘studio’, much better for writing with than his typical bass. 


Chris went straight for the Taylor, but was then sidetracked by the Takamine. "These are yours?" He had to 
pick up and hand the Taylor to Chris, who cradled it and felt his way around the frets. 


David took the Takamine and sat on the edge of the bed, grabbing a pick off the desk. He strummed out a few 


random chords to stretch his fingers. 
"Went to school for guitar. Got a BA in Classical Guitar." 
David handed his pick over to Chris. "They why pizza delivery then? Seems like a waste." 


Chris fiddled and knelt on the floor, using his knee to support the body. "Oh it is. My dad said not to waste my 


time on a liberal arts degree. But | just love it, you know?" 
David did know the feeling, turning down the farm life to follow a guitar to the ends of the earth and back. 


"I get by and I'm happy, so for now it's enough.’ Chris strummed, getting a feeling for the nickel strings. "Did 
my final exam on a Cordoba (12. Wish | could have kept it. She was beautiful" 


David watched him play, imagining his wavy hair tied back and all cleaned up in a tux for a recital. David could 
hold his own on six strings, but Chris easily blew him out of the water. And this kid was delivering pizzas, 
almost dying in the hot California sun over a $300 car repair. The world wasn't fair. 


"So now you know why l'm in LA. How ‘bout you?" Chris stopped playing and wrapped his arms around the 
guitar, hugging it. "What really brought you out here?" 


He set his guitar back on the stand and settled on the edge of the bed again, weighing how to answer the 
question. He spun his wedding ring on his finger nervously, stopping only when he saw Chris’ eyes flicker to the 
simple gold band. 


"| guess | got tired. I'd been kinda closeted for so many years, playing the happy husband, that when my little 
girl moved out and me and Julie were alone | found | really didn't have any connection or attraction to her. She 
screamed and yelled and cursed." he paused, not wanting to make any of it Julie's fault, because it wasn't. 
"And the guy I'd been seeing since the 80's got outed by her too, so | lost both my marriages at the same 
time." He took a deep breath, remembering Dave's hands in his shirt, holding him against the wall before he 
started throwing punches. "So, here | am, starting over again and trying to find me, if there is such a thing." 


Chris was silent, letting it all sink in "Well, as long as you like pizza | think you're on the right track." The quiet 


acceptance was a blessing; he was tired of the pity he'd gotten when everything blew up. "Shame about the 
beer though, but | can respect that." 


David chuckled. A beer or two probably wouldn't send him spiraling out of control, but he didn't want to chance 
it. "But you're right. | do have stories." Some of them were good, some of them were bad, but all of them 


together landed him here and for that he was thankful. 


Chris ran his hand over the polished wood again, before setting the guitar back on its stand. "Hmm, maybe 
later." He stood and looked around the room quickly. "Didn't you say something about ‘Fuck Netflix’ earlier?" 


That caught David's attention, and brought him back to some more pressing matters. "I believe | did. If you still 
want to." Hungry eyes feasted on David's body and he straightened up. He'd be a fool to let the opportunity 
pass by. 


"Oh, | want to. Wanted to since the first day | told you to drive safely." Chris grabbed at the hem of his shirt 
and pulled it off, dropping on the floor at his feet. David wasn't sure where to look first, broad shoulders to 
tapered waist, chiseled pecs and tight abs, or the rounded fullness of biceps and strong arms. "Is it alright?" 


David's mouth was dry and his cock was already hard. Was it alright? Shit, Chris had to know he was hot. 
Chris pulled his hair to trail down over his chest, the ends covering up and dripping past a small nipple. "l, 


uhhh, | ummm..." 


Chris smiled. God, that was perfect. "I can't be the only naked one for this to work" Chris was already reaching 
for the flap on his jeans, holding the fabric so he could pop the button 


"Yeah, uhhh," David swallowed. "You look great.” Instead of getting his own clothes off he settled for watching 
Chris slowly unbutton his jeans and slide them down over muscular thighs. Chris bent at the waist to push his 
jeans off, letting his hair slither and pool on the floor before sending it flying back when he stood up again. He 
stepped out of the bunched denim, David taking in every flex of muscle. 


Like a thoroughbred, Chris glided across the carpet to the edge of the bed "C'mon, clothes off" Chris touched 
his shirt and tugged slightly. "| bet you're ripped under there." 


"Pfft," David demurred. "| never filled out like you. | was always the scrawny kid" He lifted his own shirt off 
anyway, setting it next to him on the bed. He felt naked and especially vulnerable next to Chris' toned physique. 


"| like very much." Hands paused inches from his skin. "Can |?" David nodded and Chris’ hands landed on his 
chest, slowly stroking down and around, tracing ribs and a few scars. Fingers landed on a series of faded white 
dots where Mustaine got him with a fork way back in the day. Chris didn't say anything and moved on, other 


freckles drawing his interest. 


Chris was close enough now that David could get hands on him as well, and he explored those arms that 


taunted him, biceps flexing and pulling as Chris explored on his own. David flipped his hair out of the way and 


stopped. Touching was good but there was no reason to be taking this slowly. "Chris?" Chris stopped petting 
him and their eyes met, David's gaze landing on Chris‘ cupid lips as he licked his own. Chris scooted nearer and 
pressed their lips together, David opening his mouth to deepen the kiss, hungry for more and no longer willing 
to wait. 


Tongues tangled as Chris leaned him back on the bed, laying over him, hands always stroking any patch of skin 


he could find. David grabbed on to his back, running his hands over smooth skin and even more muscles 


"Pants," Chris breathed, rolling off David far enough to made room to get the jeans off him. David and Chris 
both reached for his fly, carefully pulling the zipper and shucking everything down wider hips and skinny legs. 
David lay naked on the bed, Chris free now to skate his hand from upper thigh to chest in one fell swoop. 
"Well, you know what they say about men with big noses. Glad its true." 


David's cock arched up onto his stomach, one of the few things he liked about his body. Chris took him in hand 
and stroked him, feeling the weight and length for himself. David melted into the comforter. It had been 
months since anyone else had touched him; far too long for his liking. He sighed, enjoying the lush feeling of 
being slowly jerked off. Chris was patient with his stimulation, resting his head and letting David enjoy, setting a 


slow steady pace meant to please and not rip an orgasm out. 


David opened his eyes, liking the small smile on Chris' face. He leaned over for another kiss, not letting it get 
too hot and heavy and distracting. He turned on his side, facing Chris, and reached his hand out. Chris' cock 
jerked as David caught it, his pace faltering as they worked out arm positions. 


"How do you want to.." Chris left the sentence unfinished as David stuck a finger out to rub over his testicles 


with each stroke. 


"Mmmmm," Chris copied his motion, managing to throw in an extra roll of the sac with the end of his finger. 


Damn guitarists. "Either's fine. You?" 


"Same." It was good news to hear, but not terribly helpful at the moment. "You pick, | want to make you feel 
good." 


David started thinking about next time and found he wasn't terribly afraid of it. He took a deep breath in, 
sweat and musk and young stud, all tied together with a faint hint of pepperoni that probably never washed 
off. "Fuck me," he said, willingly making the decision for the first time. "Wanna feel you in me." 


"Ohhhh," Chris moaned before scooping him up and sealing their mouths together. His tongue pushed inside 
David's mouth, batting and swiping in ways David hoped would be used soon in other areas. Chris rolled them 
so he was on top of David again and wiggled himself in between David's spread legs. "Ummm," Chris slid lower, 
his hair spilling over his own torso to land on David's sides, tickling as he nipped and suckled his way down 


David's body. "Wanna suck you first.” 


David's hands were already fisting the sheets as he lost his grip on Chris. He nodded, not able to speak at his 


good fortune. Chris curled at the foot of the bed, nuzzling into the softness of David's thighs as he continued 
stroking David's length. He held David straight up, tongue lapping at the underside. 


"Don't know if | can take it all" He eyeballed David's length, using both hands to rub him. 


"Just use your hands on the parts you can't... Ohhhhhh..” Chris leaned up and sucked him down. David's eyes 
crossed at the warmth suddenly surrounding him. Those lips were stretched tight around him, sliding just right 
up and down as Chris bobbed. David could feel the back of his throat, Chris occasionally trying to go too far 
before backing off again. Like he'd been told, Chris used his hands, holding David and jerking up to meet his lips. 
David watched across his chest as Chris showed off what his tongue could do, using all the tricks he'd shown 


while kissing on David's cock now. 


"Jesus, Chris." The visual was just as good as the sensation, Chris with his eyes closed and somehow smiling 
while choking down David's cock. "Just fuck me." The blow job was great, one of the best he could remember 


off hand, but he had other needs too that were harder to take care of by one's self. 


Chris opened his eyes and looked while David was deep in his throat. David felt a tiny pulse of fluid seep from 
the head of his cock. Chris slid off him, sucking all the way and licking his lips over the tip. "Impatient much?" 


“Chris, please." He sounded winded, even to himself. his ass was twitching, begging, just waiting for some 


attention. Chris had to notice. 


He kissed the tip again, flicking his tongue over the flare. "Where's your lube?" He kept up the maddening 
strokes, one hand wrapped around the base while the other jerked David's shaft, tongue occasionally licking a 


random spot. 


"Drawer," David twisted to reach to his bedside table when Chris pushed on his leg and sunk his face between 
David's cheeks. His tongue poked as David's hole and David moaned, thoughts about lube stopping as the tongue 
swirled around his opening. His arm lay stretched out off the edge of the bed, too unimportant to move as 
Chris ate his ass. His cock pulsed with every lap, itching to be penetrated. Chris, the little shit, didn't oblige, 
spending his time circling and sucking, licking, and probably getting a chuckle at the noises he was pulling from 
David. Every time Chris would start to push with his tongue, David would bear down only to have Chris 


retreat, the muscle of his ass screaming to be stretched as it was teased mercilessly. 


He had it when Chris stroked his balls again, tongue pulling the skin around his balls and lifting them has he laid 
on his side. David finished his reach, opening the small drawer and fishing out the bottle of lube, clutching on 


to it as Chris went back to rimming him. 


"Stop," he begged, breaking under the torture. "Fuck me." He held the bottle out, feeling it roll off his fingers as 
Chris took it. For his efforts he got a tongue breaching him, pushing and finally slipping inside. David rolled his 
head into the pillow and howled. Chris didn't stop, blunt fingers pulled at his cheeks and rubbed his skin as that 


tongue pushed inside and twisted. 


David was wheezing as a finger replaced Chris' tongue. He'd gotten the bottle open and his finger slid in 
smoothly, quickly stretching David. It was a good calming down period, David's weight already spread on the bed 
like play dough. 


Chris pulled away, David watching as he searched his jeans pockets. He fished out a condom and went through 
the motions of putting it on. David rolled back on his back and bent his knees. He grabbed at the pillow too and 
sunk that under his head, waiting as Chris got ready. David marveled at the physique again, Chris' hands 
working on his cock as he rolled the latex down. ‘Beefcake’ was the only word his mind could supply in its 
current state of derailment. 


And he was going to get fucked by that: 


Condom on, Chris crawled up the bed, climbing between David's legs and gently lowering himself to lie on top. 
David wrapped his legs around Chris‘ waist, reaching up to drag him down into another kiss. He thrust against 
Chris' stomach, the muscles much softer than he could have imagined. Chris broke the kiss and pushed himself 
up, grabbing the bottle of lube and rubbing some of the liquid into David's ass. 


"Ready?" Chris asked with a smirk when David was fully lubed and fucking himself on Chris’ finger. Chris held 
himself and moved to line up with David's body. There was pressure, and Chris was in him, David breathing out 


as Chris filled him. 


It took a moment for his body to adjust to being filled again. He relaxed and breathed, opening his eyes to find 
Chris staring down at him. He fluttered his eyes and Chris beamed. Chris slid out and back in carefully, 
watching David's reaction. "Ready?" David gave an experimental squeeze, watching as Chris' smile turned 


devious. "I think you're ready." Chris thrust again, hitting his thighs against David's. 


David tried to hold on as Chris showed off his athletic prowess, doing things David hadn't been able to do since 
his youth. David was pleasured and teased and brought to the brink as Chris' stamina never failed. Chris had 
lifted David's ankles over his shoulders, plunging into David's willing body over and over again. His mouth was 
dry and voice hoarse from all the moans Chris coaxed out of him. "Fuck!" David yelped as Chris nudged his 


prostate again. 


"There?" Chris tightened his grip on David's ankles and started short, sharp thrusts that nudged David closer 
to orgasm. David held his breath as Chris worked, sucking in quick breaths as he pulled out only to lose the 
breath as Chris pressed in again. "MMMmmm..." Chris moaned as he worked, beautiful breathy noises that 


David loved hearing him make. 


"Bastard," he spat as Chris stopped, denying his orgasm. His legs were gently let down and David stretched out 
some of the soreness. It had been years since he'd been bent like that. 


Chris pulled out and leaned over, dropping small kisses on his forehead. "You have no idea," he said with a smirk. 
On him it looked adorable, and not at all threatening; quite a change from what David had been used to. They 


were both stinky from the work out, no doubt Chris was used to it, smelling much sweeter than David 


imagined himself to smell. Chris fell on his side next to David, neither one of them ready to quit yet. "Ride 


me?" 


David chucked out of frustration He was too gone to manage anything with that much energy. "Cant" He pet 
down Chris’ flank. "Tired" His balls were ready to explode from the teasing but his back was also ready for a 


hot shower and a nice stretch on a traction table. 
‘Five more minutes?" Chris stuck his leg over David's, his cock sticking to David's hip. "Let me get you off" 


David's cock throbbed in need and his back ached at the thought of the acrobatics Chris would want to try. 
"Think you're that good, eh?" 


"No, | know I'm that good" Chris reached down and caught David's cock again, stroking his swollen length. "And | 


know how ready you are." 


David's hips gave little thrusts into Chris’ tight grip. Chris found the bottle of lube and drizzled some over his 
hand, gripping David tighter as he slipped through his fingers. 


"| wanna be inside you when you come." 


David spread his legs wantonly, sliding his leg along Chris and feeling all that tense muscle and heat. "Quick." If 
Chris kept up that pace he wasn't going to last much longer. 


Chris stole a kiss that David didn't have the breath for and untangled them, crawling between David's legs one 


more time. Wisely he let David stay on his back, hooking an arm under David's knee and sinking into him again. 


"You gonna be ok if |..2" David knew what he wanted, understanding that need and needing it himself. David 
nodded, ready to grab on to the blanket again. Chris grabbed the lube again and liberally doused both of them, 
slicking up David's cock with a fist. He unclenched one of David's fists from the sheets and dragged it over, 
pushing it into David's cock. "Touch yourself.” 


David didn't need any encouragement and grabbed himself, forming a tight circle with his fingers and pushing 
into it. It also moved him along Chris' cock. Chris steadied himself on his outstretched arms and started 
moving, heaving his hips into David hard enough to shake the bed. 


"Fuck," David gasped, feeling himself about ready to tip over the edge. He squeezed his cock tight, Chris 
slamming into him for all he was worth. He came with a guttural grunt, bliss running through all his nerves 


quickly replaced with a heavy satiation as Chris thrust deep and found his own orgasm. 


He was wrecked and he knew it. Chris pulled away and fell next to him, his solidness bouncing on the mattress. 
David stretched out his legs, pointing his toes and trying to stave off the inevitable leq cramp as his abused 
body complained about too many birthdays. 


Chris lay next to him, catching his breath and letting his body cool off. David had thoughts of a shower, but 
also wanted a nap. The decision was made for him when Chris rolled, throwing a heavy arm around his back 


and pulling him close and down into slumber. 


EEEE EEEE E E 


Four PM and a car door slammed outside his apartment. It wasn't unusual, the apartment he'd managed to find 
was right off a busy street and people were constantly parking on the side street and visiting stores on the 
main drag. There was a knock on the door and David rose to answer it. He'd finished work slightly after noon, 


except for having a band to see tonight on the Strip but he wouldn't head out until at least lOpm. 

"Pizza!" The voice called out. David rolled his eyes and opened the door, not at all surprised to see Chris 
silhouetted by the afternoon sun It still put a smile on his face. Chris slipped in with his case and David shut 
the door, throwing the deadbolt. He had to admit with the tailored pants and designer shirt he looked as 


delicious as ever. His hair would never again be hidden under a cap, now it was carefully cared for and 


maintained. 


"How was work?" Chris set his guitar case down and set his keys in the valet, slipping off his boots as David 
watched him bend over. 


"These kids are gonna kill me." 


David chuckled, more than willing to rub those sore shoulders and other parts. "Wanna order a pizza? It is 


Thursday." 


Chris sprawled on the sofa, a full day of teaching at GIT wearing him out. "Yeah, sure, just extra jalapenos on 


my half" 
David already had his phone out, the Papa John's app open. "Mushrooms too?" 
Chris smirked and scratched at his scalp. "Sure, I'll pick them off and give them to you, like always." 


"I just hope the delivery guy is hot." David clicked a few more times and sent the order, listening to Chris’ low 


chuckle. 


EERE EE EE EE EK 


A knock fell on the door again, David getting up to collect the pizza. "Pizza?" the driver confirmed. David 
couldn't place the accent. Spanish maybe? Portuguese? David nodded, taking in the dark hair and big eyes, 
perfect teeth and dimples bigger than Brazil. He caught the nametag, Pedro L. "Jalapeno and mushrooms?" 


